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And roll themselves over her lubric throat In panting murmurs, 'stilled out of her breast, That ever-bubbling spring, the sugared nest Of her delicious soul, that there does lie Bathing in streams of liquid melody; Music's best seed-plot; whence in ripened airs A golden-headed harvest fairly rears His honey-dropping tops, ploughed by her breath Which there reciprocally laboureth. In thai sweet spiliit_seems a holy quire Founded to lh' name of great Apollo's lyre; Whose silver roof rings with the sprightly notes Of sweet-lipped angel-imps, that swill their throats In cream of morning Helicon, and then Prefer soft anthems to the ears of men, To woo them from their beds, still murmuring That men can sleep while they their matins sing: (Most divine service) whose so early lay Prevents the eye-lids of the blushing day. There you might hear her kindle her soft voice, In the dose murmur of a sparkling noise, And lay the ground-work of her hopeful song, Still keeping in the forward stream, so long TiH a sweet whirlwind (striving to get out) Heaves her soft bosom, wanders round about, And makes a pretty earthquake in her breast, TH1 the fledged notes at length forsake their nest; Fluttering in wanton shoals, and to the sky, Winged with their own wild echoes, prattling fly. She opes the floodgate, and lets loose a tide Of streaming sweetness, which in state doth ride On the waved back of every swelling strain, Rising and felling in a pompous train;l68                  RICHARD    GRASHAW
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